4o8	A MODERN COMEDY
" Good evening ! "
For two pins he would have walked round the fellow,
the bristles rising on his back, but, instead, he stood a
little to one side to let him out. Insolent brute ! He
could so easily hear again the voice of old Uncle Jolyon,
characterising some person of the eighties as ' a pettifogging
little attorney.' And'he felt that, somehow or other, he
must relieve his mind. ' Old Mont' would know about
this fellow—he would go across and ask him.
At c The Aeroplane ' he found not only Sir Lawrence
Mont, looking almost grave, but Michael, who had evi-
dently been detailing to his father last evening's incident.
This was a relief to Soames, who felt the insults to his
daughter too bitterly to talk of them. Describing the
visit he had just received, he ended with the words :
" This fellow—Ferrar—what's his standing ? "
" Charlie Ferrar ? He owes money everywhere, has
some useful horses, and is a very good shot."
" He didn't strike me as a gentleman," said Soames.
Sir Lawrence cocked his eyebrow, as if debating whether
he ought to answer this remark about one who had an-
cestors, from one who had none.
" And his daughter," said Soames, " isn't a lady."
Sir Lawrence wagged his head.
" Single-minded, Forsyte, single-minded; but you're
right; there's a queer streak in that blood. Old Shrop-
shire's a dear old man ; it skipped his generation, but it's
there—it's there. His aunt	"
" He called me an attorney," said Soames with a grim
smile, " and she called me a liar. I don't know which is
worse."
Sir Lawrence got up and looked into St. James's Street.
Soames had the feeling that the narrow head perched up
on t]aat straight thin back counted for more than fejs

